BARBARIAN STORIES

grove, A few of the slaves were left here with the
spare horses, but all the brave and well-armed men
went on with my master and his sons. 'Now/ said
Giamund, 'are you coming with us, Cassian, or are
you staying with the slaves?' Well, I looked at the
horse-holders and I didn't want to stay with them; I
looked at Giamund and I did want to go with him.
It was such an adventure, and if it was all wrong, it
would happen whether I went or not, and I hated
being out of it. Perhaps it was wrong of me, but I
was sick of being always among slaves! Besides, my
arm was feeling much better. I said: Til go!' and
Giamund caught hold of my sound hand, saying:
'You're a Goth after all!' We rode down, still keeping
off the main roads, till we were near the town.

Then there was a council. They had to find out
where and when the trial would be held, without being
suspected themselves. I thought that, as I was in it,
I might as well do it thoroughly, so I offered to go
and find out. Radimir naturally didn't trust me, so
Giamund went too, leaving his sword behind but
taking his dagger hidden under his cloak. We walked
in like travellers; when we got to the middle of the
town we went into the biggest wine-shop, where I
talked and stood drinks all round. Quite soon, of
course, they got on to the murder. The Uncle was
apparently going to come up before the magistrates
next day, and as nothing had been heard from his
friends, everyone was looking forward to one Goth
the less! I sympathized with them loudly, which was